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I was weak and foolish enough to pay her a visit. During
the hour which I passed with them, Charpillon never opened
her lips. She kept her head bent over her embroidery, on
which from time to time a tear dropped silently. Every
now and then she turned her cheek officiously in my direc-
tion, so that I might see her swollen cheek. I continued to
see her every day. She was always silent, but during these
mad visits the venom of desire penetrated my whole being
so completely that had she so wished it, she could have de-
spoiled me of everything I possessed. I would have beggared
myself for one little kiss.
I bought a superb painted panel for her mantelpiece,
and a magnificent breakfast service, in Sevres porcelain,
which I sent her, with a love-letter. I must have appeared
to her the most extravagant and the most dastardly of men.
She accepted all, and wrote me a note, saying she would
receive me en tete-a-tete, and would prove her love and
gratitude.
After supper, I drew from my pocket-book the two bills
of exchange which I had been given years before by her
mother, and which, the reader will remember, had been
returned to me dishonoured. I told her the history of them,
and I gave her them as a proof that I had no desire to be
revenged on her mother or her aunts; if she would be kind
to me, I would sign them in her favour, so that she could
draw the sums mentioned on them, but until then she must
promise not to let them leave her hands. She was warm in
her praises of my generosity and magnanimity, and having
given me her word not to dispose of them, she locked them
up in her desk. I thought that I had-now given her the last
and most convincing mark of my affection, I took her in
my arms, when, behold, she began to weep bitterly!
Commanding myself as well as I could, I asked her if
she thought she would ever feel differently* She sighed, and
after a moment's silence, answered No. This cold reply
staggered me. I remained for a quarter of an hour without

